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Chapter One - William

What did a man have to do to make his wife believe him when he said he wanted to see her fuck another man? 

I'd begged, pleaded, got angry, but nothing had worked. My wife was adamant that she wouldn't fulfil my wish of being cuckolded by her. It was pure desperation that finally tipped the balance and made me arrange it behind her back. 

I knew that Nicole would enjoy it if the chance was right in front of her. Before I'd met her, she'd had a reputation in the local town as a being a bit of a slut, and although she denied she still had the urges to sleep around, I knew from the look on her face when she saw a man she found attractive that she'd like nothing more than to seduce him, take him home, and let him fuck her. 

It may have seemed strange to a lot of men, but I wanted my wife to be a slut. In fact, I fantasised daily about it, imagining her dripping another man's cum in her panties as she came home from a night out with the girls, pretending she'd done nothing more sinister than dancing and drinking. 

I wanted a slut for a wife – I needed a slut for a wife, and I was going to make sure that was what I got. 

It was simple to find a man. A few searches online and a few emails soon secured me a man that I thought would suit Nicole. He was all the well-worn clichés – tall, dark, and handsome, and with the added bonus of being hung like a pornstar – his words, not mine. 

I knew Nicole liked hung men. The people who told stories about her younger days often referred to her as a size queen, and her choice in dildos pointed in that direction too. They were all over nine inches long and as thick as a soda can. 

Nicole denied it of course. She told me over and over again that my six and a half inches were more than adequate, but that didn't explain the difference in the orgasms she had when I used a dildo on her, compared to when I fucked her. 

They were chalk and cheese, or screaming head tossing climaxes and mediocre sensations. No, my wife needed a big cock, and she would be happy that I'd gone behind her back and found her one. 

I'd arranged for my guest to arrive at our home on Saturday night. Totally out of the blue and with only one job for him to do; fuck my wife senseless while I watched. Simple. 

****

Nicole looked as beautiful as ever. Perched on the sofa next to me with a glass of wine in her hand she looked radiant. She'd look even more radiant in an hour or two when mister nine and a half inches was pummelling her. If only she knew. 

"Enjoying yourself?" I said, taking a seat next to her. 

Nicole lifted her glass in a toast. "Wine, reality TV, and no work tomorrow. 

What's not to enjoy?" 

I smiled. She'd be screaming as she came on a fat cock soon, and my own cock swelled in my trousers as I pictured her pussy opening up for a man who could finally satisfy her the way she deserved. 

I glanced at my watch. Paul would be arriving soon, and wine would be the last thing on my wife's mind. "It's nice to see you relaxing," I said, placing a hand on her knee. 

Nicole smiled. "Shall I pour you a glass?" she said, indicating the wine bottle on the coffee table with a nod of her head. 

I shook my head and stood up. "No thanks, babe. I've got a few things to do in my office. I'll leave you to whatever island it is you're watching tonight." 

"Love island, actually." 

I left the room and headed to my office. It was near the front door and had a view of the street outside. I could open the door to Paul before my wife even knew there was anyone here. 

My cock hardened quickly as I went through my plan again. I would take Paul upstairs and hide him in the spare bedroom. It would be easy to get Nicole upstairs, she never turned down the chance of a fuck, and when we were in the throes of passion I would introduce Paul and let the fun commence. 

Just as I was considering jerking myself off, a car pulled up in the road outside, 

and I rushed to the front door as Paul headed up the garden path. He looked just as he did in the photo he's sent me. Nicole wouldn't be disappointed. 

I opened the door quietly and placed a finger on my lips, indicating to Paul that he should be silent. He knew that Nicole wasn't aware he was coming, and after some initial doubt about my whole plan, he'd agreed to take part. 

What man wouldn't want to fuck Nicole though? The photo I'd sent Paul of my wife was taken on a beach during our previous year's summer holiday, and Nicole looked stunning in it. Her two-piece red bikini was only large enough to hide some of her modesty, and her brown hair had been shining in the sun, complimenting her tan perfectly. Any man would have jumped at the chance to get balls deep inside her, and Paul was definitely no exception. 

"Where is she?" he said, as I ushered him up the stairs. 

"She's watching TV and drinking wine. I'll go and get her when I've shown you where to wait. Remember though, don't come I until you hear me call you okay?" 

Paul nodded. "Totally naked, right?" 

"With a fucking stiffy if you can manage it, mate," I laughed, opening the door to the guest room. "Our room is right next to this one, you should be able to hear me through the wall." 

Paul took a seat on the bed. "Okay," he said, "go get your wife!" 

Chapter Two - Nicole

William had been acting strangely all day. He'd also been hiding erections all day, sitting with his hands on his lap or turning quickly as I walked in the room. 

With a cock as big as his though, it was hard to hide such things from an observant wife. 

He'd be wanting sex later that night, and who was I to refuse? Why would I want to refuse? I loved sex with William, he was the best I'd ever had. More precisely, the only I'd ever had. I was a rarity amongst my friends. A thirty-year-old who'd lost her virginity in her twenties, and had only ever slept with one man. I was happy though, despite what William seemed to think. He had some idea in his head that I'd like to fuck other men, men with bigger cocks than him. Nothing could have been further from the truth, the sex toys he'd persuaded me to buy were apparently moulded from real men's penises, although I found that very hard to believe, and even harder to believe that a woman could actually enjoy a cock that size. The toys felt uncomfortable to me, and I simply pretended I was having fun when we used them, just to please my husband. 

William had gone into his office and Love island was getting tedious. I filled my wine glass and switched on a music channel, stretching my legs out on the sofa. 

William appeared in the doorway, and I smiled as I saw the lump in his trousers. 

He was always horny, my husband, but that didn't bother me. I liked the fact that he found me so attractive. 

"Finished your work, sweetheart?" I said, ignoring his arousal. 

"Yeah," he said, crossing the room and lifting my feet out of the way as he sat down next to me. "I wondered if you'd like an early night." 

The wink he gave as he asked me revealed his true request. "You want to take me upstairs and fuck me, you mean?" I said, my nipples hardening. 

"If you want to be so blunt about it," he said, running a hand up my bare leg, towards my shorts. 

"Come on then," I said, "let's go, big boy!" 

"Always so eager," said William. "I like it." 

I put my glass on the table and reached between my husband's legs. His cock was ready to go, and I gave it a firm squeeze before standing up. "Come on then," I said, walking across the room. "Your wife wants your big cock." 

It had only been after a couple of years with William that I'd become comfortable with dirty talk. I liked it now though. It added a certain crassness to our sex which I couldn't deny enjoying. 

William followed me, and I giggled as he slapped my arse from behind me on the stairs. 

"I can't wait to see you fucking a big cock," he said. 

"And I can't wait to fuck one," I answered, glancing over my shoulder at him and wriggling my arse. 

William liked to call our dildos big cocks, and I didn't mind. If he got off on his little fantasies, then I could take a little discomfort as he watched me use them on myself. It pleased him, and that made me happy. 

I began undressing as soon as I got in the bedroom and William did the same, tossing his clothing on the floor and grabbing his erection as I slipped off my underwear. 

William pushed me onto the bed and I smiled up at him as he lowered his head between my legs and began running his hot tongue up my inner thigh, tracing a warm wet line towards my pussy. 

My spine arched and my nipples hardened even further as Williams warm breath tickled my pussy lips and brushed over my clit. He pushed my thighs further apart and clamped his mouth over my hole, making me moan as his tongue slipped inside me and his thumb grazed my clit. 

"That's nice," I sighed, pushing myself harder on his face. "so nice." 

William pushed his tongue deeper, and I grabbed my nipples between fingers and thumbs and squeezed them gently. 

"Are you ready for a nice big cock?" said my husband, looking at me from

between my thighs, my juice coating his face. 

"Yours?" I said, moving my hips from side to side, offering him my pussy. I knew what he meant though, and as he reached beneath the bed for our box of toys I spread my legs as wide as I could, in readiness for the one of the huge dildos he would be using on me. 

He chose a long thick one with a big set of balls at the base of the wide rubber shaft. I licked my lips for my husband's benefit as he applied lube to it, and prepared myself for the stretching that always became a little less uncomfortable after a few minutes. It was Williams cock I really wanted, but I didn't mind moaning and groaning for his benefit as he fucked me for a while with one of the toys until he was ready to give me his beautiful dick. 

William's cock was twitching between his legs, far smaller than the dildo, but far more pleasurable too. I glanced between my husband's cock and the big toy he was directing towards my pussy and decided that if cocks that big really did exist, then I didn't want one. William's big dick was perfect. 

The cold rubber touched my hole and my pussy lips stretched as William began pushing it into me. I moaned as my skin stung, and William pushed a little harder in response. "You like that don't you?" he murmured. "You wish it was a real one don't you, you little slut?" 

I said what William liked to hear. "Oh yes, baby. I wish a real life big cock was fucking me." 

"Bigger than mine?" 

"Oh yeah," I groaned, wriggling my hips as the huge toy penetrated me deeper. 

"Much bigger than yours." 

Chapter Three - William

Nicole's cunt swallowed the big dildo easily, and she cried out in pleasure as I pushed it further inside her. 

"I want a big cock," she begged, as I began fucking her with it, using slow strokes first, but gaining speed as she bucked and wriggled on the bed, thrusting her hips upwards as I pushed the toy inside her. 

"You like big dicks, don't you?" I said as she gasped. 

I'd never tell her how I knew that. I'd never tell her that her old school friends spoke about her the way they did, calling her a slut and a size queen. I'd let her have her pretence that she'd been a good girl when she was younger, but I knew the truth, and I knew that as soon as I invited Paul into the bedroom, my wife would thank me for giving her what she had craved for all the years with me. 

It was kind of my wife to say I had a big dick, but I wasn't stupid. Any woman who referred to her husband's obviously average sized cock as huge, was just being kind. It was just the luck of the draw though, and I wasn't ashamed of my cock, I was just envious of men who were bigger, and I couldn't wait to see what a big one would do to Nicole that I couldn't do with mine. 

Nicole's pussy was slick with lube and her own sticky juice, and the dildo began sliding in and out a little more easily. I lowered my mouth to her mound and sucked on her clit as I continued fucking her with the toy, moving one hand up her body to tweak a nipple. She moaned again, and I decide that now was the time. Now was the time to introduce Paul. 

"Would you do anything to feel areal cock that big inside you?" I said, my own cock throbbing and my balls tightening in excitement. 

"Oh, god, yes! Anything! Now give me your big cock, William. Fuck me with your big dick!" 

I took a deep breath and shouted. "Come on in, Paul!" 

Chapter Four - Paul

Thank fuck. It was my cue to go. 

Listening to William's wife begging for big cocks was driving me wild. The sound of her moans and groans were so loud that it was as if she was in the room with me. It had taken all my willpower not to jerk myself off all over the fancy covers of the bed I was sitting on. 

My cock jerked and throbbed as I crossed the room, and I gave it a gentle stroke, calming it. Not long now. 

As William had said, his bedroom was right next to the one I'd been hiding in, and I opened the door quickly. I had no qualms about fucking a man's wife in front of him. I'd done it plenty of times, and had only been nervous for the first one or two encounters. Women loved my dick, and men loved watching me using it on their wives and girlfriends. 

I held my cock in my fist as I entered, and smiled at the woman on the bed. A huge dildo was inserted in her cunt and William was beginning to withdraw it. 

Her scream echoed around the room and I jumped a little. I wasn't expecting that. William had told me that she didn't know I was coming, but surely she'd had some idea? 

"Who the hell are you?" she shouted, pulling her knees up to her chest. "William, who the fuck is that?" 

I stood still, watching the couple, my cock still throbbing, but the idea passing through my mind that maybe I wouldn't be getting balls deep in another man's wife after all. Things did not seem to be going to plan for William. 

"It's okay, Nicole" said William, getting to his knees. "I invited him." 

Nicole pulled a pillow in front of herself and stared at me. Her gaze dropped between my legs briefly and I was sure her tongue flicked in and out. Maybe I would be getting cunt. 

"What the fuck William. Why is there a naked man looking at me?" 

"I wanted you to have what you craved, sweetheart," said William. "A big cock. 

You deserve it. I know you like them." 

"I only say that when your using those stupid toys on me, William," said Nicole. 

"What the hell are you thinking?" 

William put a hand on Nicole's leg and she pushed it away, drawing her legs further up her body. "You'd better leave," she said, looking directly at me, her gaze dropping between my legs again and lingering for a few moments. I'd seen that look on many a woman's face before. Pure lust and need. 

"Come off it, Nicole," said William, as I continued to stroke my dick. I still had a chance. "I know what you used to get up to. You only fucked men with big cocks, and plenty of them from what I've been told. I just want to watch you with one, you know that." 

Nicole stared at her husband. "What the hell are you talking about? You're the only man I've ever slept with. I told you that. You know that!" 

 Interesting. How the fuck could a married couple have such a fundamental misunderstanding? 

"I know the truth, Nicole." 

"What truth?" There it was again. A quick look between my legs. 

"Come off it. Your old school friends talk about you. They told me you were a slut who only slept with men over a certain size. Just admit it and fuck Paul. I need you to. I want you to be a slut again. My slut." 

Nicole shook her head slowly. "You listened to those idiots over me? They're just a bunch of jealous, drunk women who could never get it into their heads that I was a virgin until my twenties. What the hell, William? I don't believe this." 

My cock was beginning to soften, and William looked at me, his face reddening, 

and his tiny dick going limp. "Seems like I made a mistake," he said. "You'd better go. I'll see you out." 

"Really? Fuck." 

I turned around, taking one last look at Nicole. It was a shame. She was hot as fuck. I could have done some seriously bad things with her. 

"Wait, Paul." 

I turned to face her. 

Chapter Five - Nicole

So my husband really thought I was a slut. All his fantasies were based on information he'd gleaned from those bitter bitches I used to hang around with in my teens, and not conjured up by his own mind. He'd actually really believed that I was begging him for big cocks when he used the toys on me, under the misapprehension that I was some sort of big cock slut. 

I'd told him I was a virgin when I'd met him for heaven's sake. 

William looked sheepish, and rightly so. Any normal woman would be planning her divorce right there and then, but I loved William, and I could tell he'd made a terrible mistake. It wasn't worth getting too upset about, and something was happening between my legs as I stared at the cock between the legs of the man who'd so rudely interrupted us. 

It was huge, and real. My mind wouldn't let me believe it at first, but as it jerked and throbbed I found myself wanting it. Really wanting it. 

William told him to leave, and as Paul turned, his tight buttocks tensing as he began walking away, I shouted. "Wait, Paul." 

If my husband truly wanted to see me fuck a big cock, then that's what I'd do. It would be my way of getting back at him for disbelieving me for all the years I'd been with him. His was the only cock I'd ever touched, sucked, or fucked, but that was about to change, and my husband was going to watch, in the knowledge

that he'd made an awful error of judgement. 

"Wait," I said. "Come here. Let me look at your cock." 

Paul looked at William, and I laughed. "Don't look at him," I said. "it was his idea. If he wants to see a man far bigger than himself fuck me, then that's what we're going to do, Paul." 

I looked at my husband. "Move over, dear," I said. "No. In fact, you can go and sit on the seat and watch us." 

"I wanted to join in," said William. "That was the plan." 

"Well, it's my plan now, and I want Paul to do things to me that you'll remember for a long time. Now go and sit down or I won't forgive you for what you've done." 

William sidled across the bed and crossed the room. He picked up the seat and brought it closer to the bed, which I didn't mind — after all, I wanted him to see everything. 

I dropped the pillow I was holding and lay back on the bed as Paul approached. I parted my thighs and smiled as Paul's cock gave a powerful jerk. His eyes were on my pussy, and he liked what he saw. 

His cock was immense. Long and thick and with a vivid purple head that shone menacingly under the glow of the ceiling light. I licked my lips and reached out for it as Paul climbed onto the bed and knelt next to my head. 

It was hot in my hand, and the skin was soft to the touch. It would be far easier to take than the hard rubber toys that William liked to use on me. The softness ended with the skin though. Paul's cock was hard, rock hard, and the heavy veins pulsated on my palm as I stroked it slowly, amazed at just how large it was. 

"You were right, William," I said. "I do want a big cock. Well, this one in particular, I should say. It's beautiful." 

William was jerking his own cock and I compared the two men's sizes. What I'd thought was a big cock before, now looked like a cruel joke in the hand of my husband. 

Paul pushed himself towards me and his cock slid through my hand. 

"Suck it," he said. "Suck my big dick while William watches." 

I lifted my head from the bed and held Paul's cock against his toned stomach as I flicked out my tongue and ran it over his balls. 

His cock was heavy in my hand and his balls tightened as my tongue ran across them, leaving a shiny trail of spit on the smooth hairless skin. I'd never seen a man who shaved down there before, and the lack of hairs made his package

seem even bigger than I knew it was. 

"Gorgeous," I said, taking a ball in my mouth and sucking gently. 

Paul moaned and I glanced at my husband. He stroked his cock as I sucked Paul's balls, his eyes never leaving my mouth. He was enjoying himself after all. 

Maybe that was a good thing, maybe I was about to discover that having a husband who liked watching me with other men, was a good thing after all. 

"Suck my cock," said Paul, taking my hand off it and bending his shaft towards my mouth with his own hand. "Suck my big fucking dick." 

I opened my mouth gladly and allowed him to push his head inside. It tasted good and I promised myself that I was going to enjoy only the second cock I'd ever had in any of my orifices. 

Warm pre-cum coated my tongue and I allowed Paul to place a big hand on the back of my head and push me deeper onto his shaft. I'd only had my husband to practice on in the past, and Paul's cock felt far bigger. I really needed to open my mouth wide if he was to have any chance of getting his thick shaft in my face. 

I swivelled my eyes and watched my husband's face as I attempted to swallow the enormous erection. His mouth was open and his eyes were glazed. He was either in shock or deep lust, and either was acceptable to me. 

Paul grunted as my teeth grazed the sensitive skin of his head, and I opened my

mouth wider, my lips stinging at the corners and my mouth flooding with saliva. 

I gagged a little as Paul pushed into me, and my eyes moistened with tears. I took a deep breath through my nose and steadied myself, reaching between Paul's thighs and dragging my fingernails over the tight muscles of his arse. 

He groaned softly and his stomach muscles tightened as his cock jerked in my throat. His hand twisted my hair and I took him deeper, spit running down my chin and my nostrils flared wide as I struggled to get my breath. 

Paul grunted his approval as I rolled my tongue along his flesh and he twisted my hair tighter. "that's good," he said. "So fucking good. Look, William, I'm nearly nine inches deep in your wife's face." 

William mumble something and continued jerking himself off, his hand moving faster as more and more of Paul's wide shaft disappeared between my lips. 

I closed my eyes and enjoyed the experience. Paul's dick was having a powerful effect on me. I was beginning to understand what all the fuss was about when it came to men's cock size, and I was happy that I'd been given the opportunity to discover why. Having a big dick in my mouth was an experience which was making me wetter between my legs than I'd ever been before, and it was time to discover if my hunch was correct – I was convinced that a flesh and blood cock was going to feel far better in my pussy than a dildo of the same size. 

I pulled Paul from my mouth in a spluttering of spit and pre-cum, and gazed up at him. "Please fuck me with it," I said. "I've only ever had my husband's before. 

I want to feel a real man inside me now." 

Chapter Six - William

 A real man? 

Nicole was going to town on me, and on the cock she'd been sucking. It was my fault for insinuating she was a slut, I admitted that much to myself, but even so, I wasn't expecting Nicole to degrade me in front of Paul. 

My cock throbbed as Nicole looked longingly at Paul's fat dick and I realised that I'd never been so horny, I'd never been so fucking turned on before. 

"You want his big cock in your pussy, do you?" I said, smiling at her. 

"No," she said, turning onto her stomach and rising onto all fours. "I want his big cock in my slut cunt. It's a pussy for your little dick, but it's a cunt for Paul's cock." 

Paul winked at me as he got into position behind Nicole, his cock brushing her arse cheeks as she pushed them back at him. Nicole was excited, and that excited me. Maybe I hadn't made such a bad mistake after all. Maybe I'd opened the flood gates to a whole new way of living out our marriage. A way I'd always wanted to — a life of sharing my wife with any man that took her fancy. Maybe one day she would come home with another man's cum dribbling into her panties, just as I'd always fantasised about. 

Nicole's whole body trembled as Paul nudged the entrance to her cunt with the wide head of his cock, and she let out a stifled gasp as he pushed inside her, slowly at first, but allowing my wife's juice and the lube that was already inside her, to oil his journey. 

Nicole turned her face to look at me. "It's fucking huge," she moaned, her eyes shining. "Much better than those fucking dildos. If you ever want me to take a big cock again, you'd better make sure it's fucking real." 

"I will," I murmured, stroking my cock quickly as my wife's pussy stretched into a perfect pink circle around the thick shaft that penetrated her. It was like watching one of the big cock porn films I hid on my computer, and Nicole was beginning to make the same animalistic sounds as the women who starred in them did. 

She grunted and moaned as Paul continued impaling her on his length, his hands gripping her buttocks tight, spreading them wide and stretching her arsehole open as his cock stretched her cunt wide open. 

Nicole tossed her head from side to side and grabbed fistfuls of sheet, as she growled low in her throat. "I'm going to fucking come," she whimpered, 

"already." 

I almost came myself as Nicole bucked and writhed, pushing her pussy back hard onto the cock that fucked her, coming before Paul had even got half way inside her. 

"You haven't even taken half of it," I said, stroking my cock faster and faster. 

"Fucking hell!" 

Nicole turned her head to look at me, her face flushed with excitement. "Maybe I'll come twice as hard when he puts it all in me then." 

Chapter Seven - Nicole

Only half? I wasn't sure if my pussy could take anymore, but I was damn well going to give it my best shot. 

My clit throbbed as my cunt continued to stretch as Paul pushed slowly inside me, a warm trickle of juice escaping my sore hole and running down my inner thigh. 

I moaned again as another inch or two penetrated me and I watched William as he watched me. It was obvious he was on the cusp of coming. He kept stopping his stroking motions on his cock and taking deep breaths as his stomach muscles rose and fell, and his breathing was laboured. 

"Leave it alone," I said. "Stop touching it, save your cum for when Paul's finished. You know how much you like fucking me after a dildo's stretched me out… well imagine it after a real cock, with another man's warm cum fresh inside me." 

It almost had the opposite effect of what I had intended and I was sure William was about to climax. He managed to take his hand from between his legs though, and moved it to his knee instead. 

"Okay," he said. "I'll try." He looked behind me at the man who was sliding deeper inside me. "Fuck her hard, Paul. Make her come again." 

I squealed as Paul slapped my arse, leaving my flesh stinging and warm. "She'll come again alright," he said, withdrawing his cock a little before slamming it back inside me. "More than once." 

Strong hands gripped my waist and I shuddered as Paul began fucking me hard, his cock still touching me deeper with each long stroke he made. My cunt burnt with a mix of pain and pleasure and my clit throbbed steadily as my pussy peeled open for the most perfect of cocks. 

I reached between my legs and searched for Paul's balls, finding them and eliciting a soft groan from Paul as I squeezed them. 

I tugged them towards me, willing him deeper, and he responded with a hammering thrust of his hips, sinking himself to the hilt inside me, and making me scream. 

My orgasm spread from my clit and sent tingles up my spine and along my limbs making my toes curl and my nipples prickle with electric shocks of lust. I whimpered softly as Paul continued to impale me, over and over again, his balls slipping from my hand as they swung in to my body as he pummelled me. 

"Fucking give it to her," said my husband. "Give her your big cock, she fucking loves it." 

"I do love it," I shouted. "I really fucking love it! Tell me I can fuck more big dicks, William, promise me this won't be the last." 

"I promise, Nicole. I fucking promise." 

Chapter Eight - William

I meant it too. Watching Nicole coming over and over again on a cock that I could never match up to was not an experience I only wanted to see once in my life. No, I was going to make sure that my newly slutty wife could have other man whenever she wanted. The bigger the better as far as I was concerned, and by the look on her face and the copious amounts of juice that coated Paul's cock, she'd want the same as me. 

Paul gripped slid his arms around my wife's thighs, and with a tensing of his muscles, he lifted her off the bed, her pussy still stretched around his shaft and her back against his chest. 

She reached behind herself and grabbed his arms, steadying her body as Paul began lifting and dropping her on his cock, my wife's swollen pussy only inches from my face. 

The smell of sex sent me wild, and I grabbed my cock again, jerking myself off as the squelches of my wife's pussy filled the room. She gasped and groaned as Paul lifted her high and slammed her down hard on his cock, over and over again until he grunted and his legs buckled slightly. 

"I'm gonna cum in your wife," he said, looking over Nicole's shoulder at me. 

"Go on," I said, squeezing my cock. "Fill her cunt." 

"Yes, fucking cum in me," wailed Nicole, her face scrunched up tight as she came again, and her pussy a sticky mess. 

Paul groaned and held my wife still, fully impaled on his long length. His balls contracted and the base of his cock swelled as he filled my wife with his seed. 

Nicole moaned softly. "I can feel it," she said. "It's so deep, William. His cum is so deep inside me." 

Paul continued cumming until trickles of white appeared at the base of his cock dribbling from my wife's stretched hole. 

"Can I have a go now, Nicole?" I said. "Let me fuck you now. Please." 

Nicole turned her head and looked up at Paul. "Have you finished with me for now, Paul," she said, her body still shaking. 

Paul smiled. "Yeah," he said, turning around and lowering her to the bed. "Let him have a go." 

He pulled his cock from Nicole, and cum dribbled from her. "Quick," said Nicole, flipping onto her back and opening her legs. "Before it all runs out." 

The smell of another man's cum rose from between my wife's legs as I climbed on the bed and lined my cock up with her hole. Her pussy was red hot, and I almost came as soon as my cock made contact with the sticky wet heat. 

My dick slipped inside her loose cunt with ease, and Nicole smiled up at me as I began fucking her, another man's cum coating my cock and driving me wild with lust. 

"Can you feel me," I gasped, fucking her hard. 

"Not really, sweetheart. But it's not your fault. I'm sure I'll be able to tomorrow when my cunt's not so well used." 

My climax came quickly and powerfully and I slumped onto my wife's chest, her hard little nipples digging into my flesh and her breath hot on my ear as she whispered. "I'm a slut now," she said. "I hope you'll like what you've created." 

I kissed her, deeply and passionately, my seed mingling with another man's inside my beautiful wife. I pulled my lips from hers and looked her in the eyes. 

"I'll enjoy it," I said. "I promise you that." 

Chapter Nine - Paul

After fucking Nicole in every position I'd ever imagined, and filling that pretty little pussy with enough cum to keep her happy for a while, I said goodbye to the two of them. 

They stood on the doorstep as I walked down the path, their arms around each other and looking far happier together than when I'd entered the bedroom. 

"Call soon," shouted Nicole. "I'll be waiting!" 

"Yeah, don't be a stranger," yelled William. "Our door's always open for you." 

Nicole laughed. "And my you know what, Paul! That's always open for you too!" 

I smiled as I climbed into my car, I would definitely be back. 

The End
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